148       HOW HERE WARP PLAYED THE POTTER ;
The man struck him, and that hard. Here-ward, hot of temper, and careless of life, struck him again, right under the ear.
The fellow dropt for dead.
Up leapt cook-boys, scullions, "locheurs" (who hung about the kitchen to " lecher," lick the platters), and all the foul-mouthed rascality of a great mediaeval household, and attacked Here ward "cum furcis et tridentibus," with forks and flesh-hooks.
Then was Hereward aware of a great broach, or spit, before the fire; and recollecting how he had used such a one as a boy against the monks of Peterborough, was minded to use it against the cooks of Brandon; which he did so heartily, that in a few moments he had killed one, and driven the others backward in a heap.
But his case was hopeless. He was soon overpowered by numbers from outside, and dragged into the hall, to receive judgment for the mortal crime of slaying a man within the precincts of the Court.
He kept up heart. He knew that the king was there ; he knew that he should most likely get justice from the king. If not, he could but discover himself, and so save his life, for that William would kill him willingly, he did not believe.
So he went in boldly and willingly, and up the hall, where, on the dais, stood William the Norman.
William had finished his luncheon, and was standing at the board-side. A page held water in a silver basin, in which he was washing his hands. Two more